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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spot. 


Wednesday.—Went off early to see the Collective Note presented 
to the Sultan with proper impressiveness. Gave H.I.M. to under- 
stand that we meant business this time. He winked and retired to 
think of some dilatory methods. Left Constantinople for Leeds 
Festival. Fine performance, but, comic incident, Miss Clara Butt 
in bed (mistook the time) when she ought to have been singing! 
However, Miss Butt’s supineness, Miss Ada Crossway’s opportunity, 
and we had a delightful performance from the latter—also from the 
former when she appeared later on. Miss Butt will probably be more 
wide-awake and up to time on another occasion! Dined at Quebec 
with the Ancient and Honourable Artillery Company of Massa- 
chusetts. After that to hear Professor Virchow at the Whitehall 
Rooms, Hotel Metropole. Then looked in at the Postmen’s gather- 
ing at the Memorial Hall. Found them not quite satisfied with 
things. 


LETTERS BE HAPPY TOGETHER. 


The postmen have met in Memorial Hall, 
And, commanding a decent majority, 
Have delivered themselves of what parties might call 
Some nasty * rat tats ’’ at authority. 
Whatever the “ rights ’’ of the matter may be, 
We trust they will settle it nicely, 
But, as far as a placid outsider can see, 
The men ain’t sub-missive precisely. 
Thursday.—Opened the School Board session, and went to help 
Mr. Passmore Edwards tc lay foundation stone of museum at West 
Ham, and, having brought the Sirdar triumphantly into Cairo, 
rushed home, bought a Bagarra sword and shield, and went to 
welcome the Guards at Waterloo (not the first time the Guards have 
been at Waterloo, if I remember rightly), shouted myself hoarse, 
and afterwards went fora rest at the Westminster Aquarium, where 
I heard the fasting lady (who has left off fasting) sing songs. 


Friday.—Went to have a look at the strike in Paris; not very 
interesting, so, after crying ‘Yah! Waterloo! Fashoda!”’ made 
haste home and proceeded to take a lot of headmistresses—school 
mistresses, you know—down to Oxford to confer. Left them con- 
ferring, and came to town in time to observe St. Pancras 
rejecting the Free Library proposals once more. Over to Peking 
during the day to see the various foreign detachments “ on the job.’ 
Poor old China ! 











SEMI-DETACHED. 


A British detachment has gone to Peking, 
A Russian detachment as well, 

A German detachment, moreover, they bring, 
And Japs and Italians pell mell. 








Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in 


If this goes on longer, poor Chinaman John 
May just as well hang out his hatchments, 
Or bits of his land will “ detach ” cff and on, 
And the Powers will divide the detachments. 
Saturday.—-Brought the Duke and Duchess of York up to 
Euston carefully and efficiently, then went down and assisted the 
Duke of Connaught with his last review at Aldershot. Had a lazy 
afternoon, then went and heard the Bishc-p of London on Laud. 
Helped Lord Lister to open the pathological laboratories just added 
to the University College at Liverpool, and afterwards helped the 
Chancellor to confer on Lord Lister the honorary degree of Doctor of 
Science of the Victoria College. Afterwards to Toynbee Hall, where 
Mr. J.C. Collins, M.A., very interesting on ‘* Shakespeare’s London.” 


Monday.—Thought I'd like to take a run over to Rome and have a 
look at the French Pilgrims. Did it, and found them enjoying 
themselves much like other tourists. Had to get back and help the 
Lord Mayor unveil the new panel pictures in the Royal Exchange. 
Did that, and then, while on the subject, went to Goupil’s and had 
several hours among Tholen’s paintings, then went round and had a 
look at Mr. Claud Hayes’ pictures of East Anglia, All of which I 
enjoyed very much. Looked in upon the Women’s Total Abstinence 
Union meeting at Nottingham ; just had a drink with them and 
came away. Went round by Leamington, where I found them quite 
out of patience with French Fashodaism, and so they are going to 
“decorate’’ on “ Trafalgar Day.’”’ Good old Chauvin! Saw the 
Duke of York safely off for Copenhagen. Later on hurried off to 
help Sir Arthur Milner open the Cape Parliament. Dined with 
Dillon and that lot at Glasgow. He says Home Rule is not dead. 
Of course, it ism't—it’s not even ‘‘ spacheless’’ ! 

Tuesday.—Gave the Kaiser a good start on his tour from Berlin ; 
took the Prince of Wales carefully from Mar Lodge to Balmoral 
(carriage paid); went and heard what Mr. Goschen had to say at 
Portsea, and what Mr. Clarke had to say at Plymouth, and spent 
the rest of the time among the Chrysanthemum Shows. Also 
attended Zola’s sale, where his friends, buying in the first article for 
the whole amount of the debt, brought the show to a premature 
conclusion. 

A GOOD SELL. 
Oh, Zola has been sold up 
In a comical fashion—oui vraiment* 
For the Court embittered his cup 
By refusing vicarious payment— 
But Zola is smiling—thanks 
To some volatile friends he is able— 
And thirty-two thousand francs 
Is a very good price for a table. 
I have a kitchen-table at this moment which I will sell at half the 
price. THE Sporrer. 


* Pronounced, English fashion, “ vrayment.” 


No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope 
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CHRYSANTHEMUMS AND ONIONS AT THE AQUARIUM. 


A STRANGE MIXTURE OF BEAUTY AND STRENGTH. 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


WHEN The Royal Star first appeared on the theatrical horizon 
several short-sighted astronomers declared that it was a mere 
meteor of the most temporary description. Mr. Lowenfeld, how- 
ever, the learned star-gazer who first discovered the new luminary, 
persisted in his belief that it was a fixed star of the first magnitude, 
and by sitting up o’ nights to watch his protégé, and by refusing to 
be daunted by adverse criticism, he is gradually winning over not 
only the astronomers but the general public to his opinion. 

Indeed, an audience at the Prince of Wales’s would be hard to 
please if it were not satisfied with the entertainment provided. 
It is doubtful if ever so strong a company has appeared in comic 
opera. The singing of Messrs. Courtice Pounds and Norman 
Salmond and of Miss Stella Gastelle could not be better. The dancing 
of Mr. Fred Storey is always admirable. A more charming singer, 
dancer, and actress than Miss Ada Blanche it would be difficult to 
imagine. While to merely name Lottie Venne and Clara Jecks is to 
praise them. But, splendid as this caste undoubtedly is, Willie 
Edouin, alone and unaided, would probably be attraction sufficient. 
Never was better acting or more admirable fooling seen on any 
stage than he gives us as Macready Valybow. His “is a sad story,”’ 
but never did sad story evoke such bursts of irrepressible merriment 
as greet each version of his strange, eventful history. 

To say that the opera is as good as the caste would be to say that 
Shakespeare and Mozart have collaborated, which they haven't. 
The music, however, is bright, and the libretto, speaking generally, 
is as good as the usual run of libretti. The conception of Macready 
Valybow is, however, really excellent. 

A very pretty little romance is now being performed at the Duke 
of York’s Theatre. It is the work of Anthony Hope, ever 
attractive and by no means disappointing, and is entitled The 
Adventure of Lady Ursula, which is supposed to take place some 
time between 1760-1770, rather a long period in which to locate 
the action of the comedy, as same, we are informed, commences 
about 4 o’clock in the afternoon and concludes about 
1 o’clock the following day. However, this is one of the 
pleasures of Hope. When one sees a caste containing names such 
as Mr. Herbert Waring, Mr. George Raiemond, Mr. Charles Fulton, 
and Miss Evelyn Millard, there is every expectation of enjoyment, 
and that is obtained in this comedy to the fullest limit. The theme 
is simple. The Lady Ursula Barrington is a bit of a madcap, and 
easily falls a prey to a scheme of obtaining an audience with Sir 
George Sylvester, a woman-hater, apparently. At the onset she 
fails, with the result that a duel between her brother and Sir 
George is imminent. However, disguised in the handsome male 
attire of the period, she does have an interview with Sir George, 
who seemingly guesses the sex of his interviewer, and grants 
her request. She makes a hole in her manners by running off 
ungraciously, and, subsequently, in her endeavour to find her brother, 
to apprise him of the fortunate termination of the quarrel, falls 
into an ambush of His Majesty’s Officers of the Guards, amongst 
whom is Sir George. The latter challenges her, still disguised as a 
man, to a duel. She accepts and chooses pistols, with only the 
table between them. Just at the point of firing, Sir George cries 
off, to the great disgust of his friends, whose levity he has to incur. 
Then Sir George returns a handkerchief which she had dropped at 
the previous meeting, to her great amazement and consternation. 
This scene must be seen, as words are utterly inadequate for its 
description. It was very vigorous, pathetic, and naturally performed ; 
it brought down the house. The subsequent act is, as may be 
imagined, devoted to explanations, reconciliations, and acceptations. 
Miss Evelyn Millard’s acting as Ursula is consummate and delect- 
able; chaste and refined in every pose. The Sir George of Mr. 
Herbert Waring is manly and consistent. Mr. Charles Fulton 
sustains the part of a filibuster to the echo, and Mr. George 
taiemond was very amusing in his impersonation of the Rev. Dr. 
Blimboe. Mr. Percy Lyndal and the rest of the caste were never 
lacking in assiduity, and rendered an excellent setting to the 
principal performers. 

Alaska at tHE Emprre.—With the new ballet Mr. George 
Edwardes has achieved another triumph. Anything more daintily 
beautiful it would be difficult to imagine. The scenery is superb, 
and the dresses are excellent. On Wednesday last at the close of 
the performance the principal performers were called to the front, 
while Madame Katti Lanner and Mr. Leopold Wenzel, the composer, 
received quite an ovation. Alaska has unquestionably come to stop. 

When we've written this note we shall don a top coat, 
And shall have but to go out and ask a 

Policeman the way, for we’re starting to-day 
For the beautiful land of Alaska. _ 

There is gold and to spare in the diggings out there ; 
But to grub for the gold is a task a 

Ma: l might decline when with dat 





Who is Marchand P 


Air: ‘““Wuo 1s Sytvra?”’ 


WHo is Marchand? What is he, 
That foolish France defends him ? 
A patriot roving wild and free, 
Such is the fame she lends him, 
A patriot who is ‘‘ up a tree’! 


Is he brave as he is good ? 
France replieth wary, 

‘‘ Marchand should wear a monkish hood 
As Religion’s emissary, 

Please let this be understood!” 


On this little game of bluff 
Salisbury comes with a floorer : 

‘* Marchand—to put it plain and rough— 
Is a trespassing explorer, 

Who must quit—and that’s enough !"’ 











Advice to Publicans. 


[At Portsmouth, the other day, a hotel proprietor was fined 
£4 and costs for serving brandy to a constable in uniform who had 
been taken ill while on his beat.—Vide Press.] 


You always must preserve a nice sense 
Of what’s becoming to your licence, 
3efore all things ’tis most material 

To shun the ire that’s magisterial. 


And note—all feelings of humanity 
Are empty nonsense, idle vanity. 


Don’t serve a person after hours, 
For thereby you exceed your powers. 
No matter if the person's dying, 

To serve him is unedifying. 

Obey the law, you'll find ’tis better, 
And not the spirit but the letter. 


Sometimes, of course, the law an ass is, 
But how can that concern the masses ! 
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(Scorcher to Wobbler). 





8 


IMPUDENCE :— 
I cor here first! 
By right of conquest, right divine, 
And ev ry right emphatic ! 
Discussion you cannot decline 


So let's be diplomatic. 
Let’s both adopt a friendly vein, 
And talk and talk—and I'll explain 
My conduct and condition. 
DiGNity :— 
Ob, no! 
You're simply an explorer in 
A difficult position ! 
IMPUDENCE :— 
My right you surely won't deny, 
An ‘‘ emissary” bold am I, 
My presence accidental— 
‘* To civilise’’ my only aim, 
In fact my playful little game 
So purely ornamental ! 
I grasp the skirts of happy chance, 
And hope to benefit La France, 
y my sublime vagary ! 
DiGNitTy :— 
Just so! Exactly as I thought— 
You're but a ‘‘ missionary”! 


ImMPUDENCE 





, 
=» You see, there is no need for! 


6 | 


~‘* Weer hever are yer gittin’ to? 
Dignity and Impudence. 
The bone is mine! 


On what is mine and what is thine— 


That game would be too thin, 


When ‘in the act" your fairly caught 
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W'y don’t yer go back and stick to yer groindstone?”’ 
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Discussion, when you think of it, | 
Is pretty sure to benefit 
The diplomatic nation ! 

Brute force is really out of date, 
It’s better far to arbitrate— 
At least, that’s my suggestion ! 
DIGNITY :— 
Discussion here, I’m bound to say, 
I'm positive would never pay, 
So that’s beside the question ! 
DIGNITY :— 
In fact, my friend, as you must know, 
You'll positively have to go— 
And no two ways about it. 
Brute force, of course, is on my side, 
3ut still I will not wound your pride, 
If you will go without it! 
Your bravery we all must own 
But, dash it all, a bone’s a bone; 
And dinner, well, it’s dinner! 
IMPUDENCE :— 
True, true! Your words are good and 
wise, 

But, parbleu, when a bone’s the prize 
It should go to the winner! 
DIGNITY :— 

Exactly !—well, that bone I won! 
The vast expense I did not shun, 
Nor did I spare the labour ! 
But really, Sir, I do not fight 
And put a tangled matter right 
To benefit my neighbour 
I may be selfish. as you sav 


IMPUDENCE :— 
True, true! But asI got it first— 
I very naturally thirst 
To talk the matter over! 


DIGNITY :— 

There’s really nothing to discuss— 
Why, therefore, make this silly fuss 

About so plain a matter ? 
The bone is mine, beyond a doubt, 
Though all the world may rave and 

shout, 

And deal in empty chatter. 
A world of talk won’t alter that— 
So there you have it, plain and pat, 

And deucedly emphatic— 


IMPUDENCE :— 
Stay, stay! Don’t let your temper rise— 
Be calm, Sir, calm, and good, and wise, 
In fact, be diplomatic ! 


DIGNITY :— 
I’m sure I have no more to say— 
I mean to go, and have my way 
In spirit and in letter— 
I won the bone, and won the race, 
All talk is, therefore, out of place, 
Stern silence suits me better! 


IMPUDENCE :— 
Ah, well, if that’s your final word, 
It’s only like your great, absurd, 
And stiff-necked generation! 
Myself I shall at once instruct 





, with myself, at once conduct 
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THE NATION ITSELF.”—LORD ROSEBERY ON THE FASHODA 





DIGNITY AND IMPUDENCE. 
‘ BEHIND THE POLICY OF THE BRITISH GOVERNMENT THERE IS THE ENTIRE AND UNITED STRENGTH 
| AT EPSOM, OCTOBER 12th, 1898. 
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TWINLETS 





CHapTrer I, 


REGINALD ARCHIBALD 
Piouvius SmirH is a 
conceited ass. I repeat, 
a conceited ass. 
Just because he can 
manage to lisp out in 
a stupid idiotic way 
“Mamma” or “ Mummie,” or some such meaningless word in the 
“grown-up” language, he thinks he can crow over me. But it 
won’t do, Raps, my boy. He is called Raps for short— 
R.A.P. Smith, you know. Same as I am called Taps, short 
for Thaddeus Arthur Peter Smith. (Our male parent 
writes for the comic papers, and didn’t want twins.) Our 
revered mother, however, gives us the full benefit of our 
baptismal appellation, and—is still in fairly good health. 
We see a good deal of company one way and another— 
aunts, cousins, and lady friends who come to see dear Reginald or 
sweet Thaddeus (I am sweet Thaddeus), and on such occasions we 
are yanked downstairs to be maudiled over. I have heard that this 
sort of thing is thought a good deal of as one advances in age, but 
~— and I just now think it most awful rot. 

e lady who comes to see us is our special abomination. Her 
name, I believe, is Aunt Smithers. She has a particularly irritating 
habit of jogging us up and down on her knee and saying ‘‘ Didums! 
Didums!’’ Now I ask, in all seriousness, how is any self-respecting 
twin to stand that sort of thing? We don’t. As soon as the jogging 
commences we have arranged to enter into a lung-inflating com- 


c © one + peer eee 











j 












































“WHat SHALL WE D ras 


, 
ps the jogger 


7 
a7 











| fit was over this self-same aunt of ours that Raps and I had our 
first real adventure together. Before then we had a few light inci- 
dentals, or accidentals, as Raps puts it—he is supposed to inherit 
our male parent’s wit. J have fallen downstairs twice, pulled the 























A GLIMPSE or Susan, 


supper cloth off the table, breaking the cheese dish, and at another 
time upset the lighted lamp. The last item was a grand achieve- 
ment, which Raps has never yet beaten. He always went in for the 
swallowing line, and I think in that particular way he is immense. 
It certainly is a nice, quiet, inoffensive amusement, though I never 
took to it. 

But I’ve known Raps, when at his best, to put down three glass 
marbles and have a high old time of it afterwards with doctors, 
nurses, and all sorts of goodies to eat, which, he assured me, 
were not half so good as the marbles themselves. 

But to our adventure. It happened this way. John Jawkins is 
our Susan’s young man, and Susan is our special attendant. Now, 
John is always hanging about outside the house on the off chance of 
seeing Susan, which he often does, especially during a visit from 
Aunt Smithers; for it is then we are banished to the nursery for an 
hour or two, as a natural sequence of our lung-inflating contest. 
As our worthy Aunt Smithers repeats herself pretty frequently, 
Susan counts upon this, regarding it as a sort of perquisite. 

It was one of these occasions that we, Raps and I, found ourselves 
alone. I glanced across at my brother twin. He was looking with 
longing eyes at a huge wooden top, lately presented by our 
male parent. 

“It’s no use, Raps,’’ I said; “if you live toa hundred you'll 
never swallow that.” 

‘** IT suppose not, Taps,” he returned with asigh. ‘* But wouldn’t 
it be chic?” 

“ Restrain yourself,” I exclaimed. ‘ Weare alone. 
we do?” 

** Cry,” he said, solidly, looking round. 

** Don’t be an ass, sir!’ I answered. ‘It’s an opportunity not to 
be missed. Shall we fall downstairs together, break the windows 
of the doll’s house, or play with the fire.”’ 

‘* Neither,” he replied dreamily. ‘‘Let’s cross the thing where 
the horses and carts are.”’ 

It was a staggering suggestion, and I must certainly give Raps 
credit for its originality. 

We managed to get downstairs quietly and without a spill. We 
heard, on passing the parlour door, Aunt Smithers’ well-known 
voice saying something about ‘‘ management” and “ correction,” 
and also caught a glimpse of Susan in earnest conversation with 
John Jawkins. 

But it mattered not. In a few moments we had negotiated the 
curb, unfortunately nearly upsetting a milk-cart as it came flying 
round the corner. 
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man’s language is forcible, expressive, and might be cultivated, to 
use in urgent need.) 

We were in the middle, or full enjoyment of our adventure, when 
we heard a noise like Cousin Dora makes when they ask her to sing, 
and heard our revered mother say :— 

“Susan! Susan! there’s Reginald Archibald Pluvius, and 
Thaddeus Arthur Peters in the middle of the road !” 

Let it be said to her credit that she remembered our names even 
in that trying moment. 

They made a lot of fuss about it. There were—first and foremost— 
our maternal relative, then Aunt Smithers, followed by Susan and 
John Jawkins, also, in a sort of huddled up heap, a lady cyclist, 
whom we hadn’t noticed before. Confound that boy Raps, what 
did he want to bring out that wretched wooden top for, or why 
didn’t he swallow it decently, and discreetly, instead of leaving it in 
the middle of the road ? 


We are both rather sorry for Susan. 
(To be continued.) 
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The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 
THE PILGRIMAGE OF PUFF TUPP. 


CHAPTER 1.—THE PREPARATION. 


Poor Puff Tupp paid a morning call, 
And spake his mind did he— 
And, though his mind is somewhat small, 
His talk was so exceeding tall, 
He spake from ten till three! 
He talked of legions that must stand 
As firm as any rock, 
He said (and let his chest expand) 
That Socialism rent the land— 
He likewise murmured “ Hoch!” 


He talked about a warlike host ; 
The tone he took was high— 
He said he didn’t like to boast, 
But if he didn't rule the roast 
He'd know the reason why ! 
He said that he was great and sage, 
And knew what was o'clock ; 
He also said that he’d engage 
To break the record Pilgrimage— 
He also mentioned “ Hoch!” 
He said he hoped they would not mind 
His absence for a while— 
His heart, of course, he’d leave behind! 
And here he smiled a kingly, kind, 
And most complacent smile. 
But—so the Bungle rumours say— 
It gave him quite a shock, 
When he remarked that he might stay 
A month, or even more, away, 
To hear a joyful “ Hoch!” 
To part, he said, was bitter grief, 
Though only for a week ; 
He wept and trembled like a leaf 
And in his royal handkerchief 
He hid his royal beak, 
Although he is the noblest son 
Of all the swell-head stock, 
He has so little sense of fun, 
That when at last he “ took a run,” 
There rose a grateful “ Hoch!” 


It had been generally remarked that Puff Tupp was somewhat 
strange in his manner, but as he very often was somewhat strange 
in his manner not much notice was taken of him. Gradually, 
however, he became more and more eccentric. Discarding one by 
one the fine feathers which, in his opinion, make him such a fine 
bird, he was seen trying on cloaks of a sombre colour and most 
old-fashioned cut. When he purchased a soft felt hat trimmed 
with cockle shells his friends and enemies looked at each other 
inquiringly ; when he was seen to select a long staff the excitement 
grew; and when he ordered a pair of sandals and a quart of dried 
peas the enthusiasm of his companions rose to fever heat. 

“Poor old buffer!” said Franki; ‘gone off his head at last.” 

‘Well, I shouldn’t say that,’ murmured Bool. “He hasn’t much 
sense of humour, but he has a very good sense of his own importance. 

" ae but that’s nonggene . criet —— is 

“ What do you think, Bowski?” question 

“ Well, if ou ask me,” growled the old bear, “I’m dashed if I 
like the look of him.”’ 

“See here, you fellows,” cried Hungri, ‘‘ perhaps we are making 
too much of a little thing. Tell you what. It Ali and I will run 
over and ask him what he’s up to.” te 

“ All right,” said Bowski, with a glance of keen suspicion ; “ but 
we'll go with you !”’ 

And they went! 

“Ah! how are you? 
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“* Packing up? " said Hungri; “ then you are going——”’ 
“T am going,” said Puff , “Iam going ona pilgrimage. I 
to go to Jerusalem, 


am going to Jerusalem. I have often been 
and I'am going.” 

“‘ Purely on pleasure, of course? " said Franki; ‘I have interests 
in Jerusalem myself.” 

“Pleasure?” cried Puff Tupp. “Pleasure! No. A high sense 
of duty and a taste for the picturesque, and for geography and 
botany, are me out.” 

— what you have in those packing cases?” said 
1. 

“ Oh—well—really,”” murmured Puff Tupp, with a beautiful 
blush ; “ they’re—er—samples, don’t you know!” 

“H’m!” muttered Bool, “ not such a fool as he looks,” and, 
leaving Puff Tupp to his packing, Bool and company went off to 
talk the matter over. 

“Ah!” said Puff Tupp; “ glad they’ve gone. Now, we shan’t be 
long. Chuck us over those price-lists, Bilow! What the deuce did 
I do with those plans for a coaling station? This is something like 
a pilgrimage, eh, Biilow? What ho!" And the packing proceeded. 

Far away in Jerusalem things were looking very lively, for 
Jerusalem is the private property of Our Lazi the Turkey, 
and Cur Lazi and Puff Tupp were like brothers, and uncles, 
and aunts, they were so very friendly. And when Cur Lazi 
had a birthday Puff Tupp used to send him a portrait of 
himself in a German silver frame, and when Puff Tupp had 
the German measles Cur Lazi sent him a bottle of patent 
medicine which saved his life, so they were naturally very fond of 
each other. Therefore, when Cur Lazi heard that Puff Tupp was 
pilgrimising, he had the whole place thoroughly done up, and 
whitewashed inside and out, a the gates painted a beautiful 
yellow with pink spots, and the roofs painted a bright green with 
crimson trimmings, until Jerusalem was really well worth seeing. 
And Cur Lazi, carried away by the exuberance of his own generosity, 
even offered to have an illuminated Armenian massacre, with Greek 
fire, and Blue Hungarian bands, and balloon ascents, and all the 
usual attractions. But Puff Tupp said that he thought an 
Armenian massacre might give offence, and asked to have it 
removed from the programme, or, at any rate, postponed till his 
pilgrimage was over. And Cur Lazi reluctantly removed it from 
the programme, and postponed it sine die. 

Meanwhile Puff Tupp’s friends were discussing the pilgrimage in 
very strong language. 

“T don’t like it,” murmured Franki, “I don't like it at all. 
Syria is my pie, and if he thinks he’s going to stick a nasty mailed 
fist in my pie, he’s mistaken.” 

“ He'll put the kibosh on your trade, anyway,” said Bowski to 
Bool. 

‘Oh, give and take,’’ smiled Bool; “‘ give and take.” 

“Ah,” said Hungri; ‘‘ he’s off!” 

Loud cries of ‘Hoch! hoch! hoch!” rent the air, and Puff Tupp, 
with a Koran in one talon and a price list in the other, was seen 
winging his way to Jerusalem—and then—— 

But that is another story. 
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The Return of the Guards. 


From the land of the foe 
And the thrust ofthe spear, 
Where so many lie low 
In a grave lone and drear, 
With their eyes keen to seek 
For the forms of old “ pards,” 
And the tan on each cheek— 
The return of the Guards! 


From the clashing of steel, 
And the shriek of the shell, 
As death it did deal, 
And the foe ran pell-mell ; 
With a step that is proud 


(That no danger retards) . ~ i 


At the cheers and loud— 
The return of the Guards! 


From the roaring of 
And the rattle of shot, 
Where old England’s brave sons, 
Though outnumbered, quailed not; 
With the stain® of the fight, 
Which their valour poco 
And a heart that is light— 
The return of the Guards! 
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forms, a weekly paper says .. . “for the stains 
work, long marches and hesvy firing.” 
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“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “Fun’s’’ WASHERWOMAN. 














I rancy the French puffectly under- 
stand now that John Bull ain’t a-goin’ 
to stand any nonsense over the Fashoda 
affair. It’s quite a treat to seetheold | 
gentleman take up sich a firm atitood, : 
for lately, on more than one okashun, ’e 
"as seemed a bit shaky on ’is pins, so to 
say, wen ’e ort to ’ave planted ’is feet 
down firmly. As to the French Press, 
an’ its narsty sayin’s, John can afford to 
laugh at it—‘‘ let ‘im laugh who wins.” 
It’s a pity that France, bein’ sich a near 
naybour, don’t be moreagreable, instead 
of so orfen makin’ faces at us ‘‘ over the 
garden-wall,”’ so to speak. 

I don’t feel over well, but no ‘ Chris- 
tian Scientist ” for me, so long as I can 
get a bottel of medicine, an’ see a good 
doctor for a shillin’, an’ that I can do; 
one wot I’ve got faith in, an’ who ’as 
plenty of sciences. Wot a lo< of rubbish 
some people beleave in! No wonder the 
loonatic asilums are chock full! Room 
for me, did you say? P’r’aps so, 
“there’s no tellin’ wot may ’appen in 
the future,’’ as the fortune-teller forgot 
to remark, : 

It appears that Robinson Crusoethe | 
second, otherwise M. Roungemont,’as_ | 
got a rival in the person of Miss Rogers, | 
who was queen of some cannibals, an’ 
must ‘ave looked very ‘“ fetching’’ in ’er 
petticoat of feathers, though a trifle 
flighty. Now, she is goin’ to ‘‘ feather 
‘er nest’ by tellin’ ’er wonderful story. 
It’s funny that both their names shoud 
begin with “ R.” 

The Duke of Connaught ’as bid fare- 
well to Aldershot, arter five years’ 
command, an’ I think that everyone will 

_ agree that, like all our royal family, ’e 
| ‘as done ’is dooty; an’ there is no doubt 
| 


~~ >» - 


oe 


a ~ 
2 eee ere 





-- - ern ee 
Sy mT 5 








en" 
\ hr. 


; OY, % 
\/ Z ; EZ 


jr od 


es 


Se aay 


\ 
\ 
\ 


= 
A 


AY 
\\\ 


~~ < 
ay oa ea 


\\ 
\ 





NANA 
\\\ \ 
\ 


\ 
\ wil 
\\\\ 
\ 


\\ 
\ 


RE 
age Fs ht -Bt< 





—— 
ns 


> ets 
~~. 


ee 





that ’is successor, Sir Redvers Buller, 
fl will do likewise. The Duke ’as two 

p ’ | years’ furlough, so I dessay ’e will find 
nsecicslanenindnieg time to read Fon. It’s a nice little 
‘ollerday; I gin’rally get about two 




















Gamekeeper.—‘‘ Now, then, you’ve got something under that coat, you know!” 

















Poacher.—‘‘ You think yourself clever! Of course I ‘ave; ain’t you?” | hours’ ’ollerday, at long intervals. 
“Rue de Fashoda,” Tired Mechanic Just Home from His Day’s | 
[It was recently proposed that the name of Fashoda should be Work. | 


applied to one of the streets of Paris.—Daily Paper. } 


FRANCE with unseemly brag and blust John. —“‘ Mary, where’s the fire ?”’ 

‘ y ster os ; r 

Threatens that trouble may ensue; Mary. : aap ag s the coals ? B 

But if her sons she dares to muster, John.— Ob | I’m going to the club. 
The day, and not the street, she'll rue. Mary.—‘ Yes, to spend the coal money.” 
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For Breakfast. 


Chocolat Menier 


Sold Retail Everywhere. Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 

















